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Right Honourable 
Sir Robert I alpole, 


Knight of the Moſt Noble 
Ocder of the Garter, &c. 


5 8 You are the Pillar of 
iche State, You muſt 
of Conſequence be the 
Reg Support of the Sub- 
— ect; therefore, (tho' a 
Stranger) to You I fly for Juſtice. 
My Book is cenſur' d, becauſe | call it 

80 A 2 The 


# | 


DT oO e — « 
 "ThzReftanration if Kane 8 U. 5 
aun tbe Th ard Death of Oliver 
Cromwell If Lou find it foul in 
Tour Diſcernment, let me incur the 
igour of the Law; ; if not, give me 
1 Brito s Ri ght, the Profits of my 
Labour, in having it acted. 
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Tun Reaſon, SIR — I am ſo 
bold to trouble You with this Dedi- 
cation, is not from a View of being 
a Tax on Your, Honour's Generoſity, 
but that I may be allow d to have it 
brought upon the 8 
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Jam, 
Jour hag Brother-Subjec, 
and, 8 I, . 
1755 . + Ole, Obediem, 
| oy | Devatl e Leman, | 


: 
, 


0 


| F 7 f l 
4 : : | a 
ALT STO 
ah aq E i * . 
| 2 | 


TO THE 


Am oblig d, contrary 
to my Intention, to 
trouble you with a 
Preface, not in Vin- 
8 29 dication of the Opera, 

but my ſelf, from Aſperſions con- 

cerning my Loyalty, or that I had 
any other View in writing of it, 
than letting my Friends have the 

Pleaſure of ſeeing that Hiſtory re- 

preſented on the Stage, which has 

ſo often diverted in the Cloſet; 

and honeſtly to get a little Money # 
to ſupport me. I am ſo unhappy 
as to fall under the Cenſure of my 


Superiors, when 1 leaſt apprehended 
B it, 


I 3 — 


tioned Gentlemen, who lives in 


13 


is ns I wa al. pru⸗ 
dent Methods to the 3 e 

When firſt 1 went to Mr. Potter, 
( Maſter of the New Theatre in 


the Hay-Market) he told me, No- 


thing — be play d there till a 


Gentleman of the Treaſury, and 
another of the Exchequer, had read 
and approv'd it. 1 apply'd to a 
particular Friend of the aforemen- 


Great - Qucen-Street, Lincoln g- hun- 
Field, to whom J read this Opera, 
and deſirec he would acquaint 
them, both of the Title, and its be- 
ing to be play d the Fourth of May. 

When I waited on him again, 
he informed me he had told them, 
and had for Anſwer, That they 
themſelves had not time to look 
over ſuch Things; but if he was 
ſatisfied, there was no Offence, there 


ſhould not be any Stop put to it. 


On this, I diſtributed the Parts, 
nt Bulls and Tickets, and had 


it 


ud 
it rehearſed thrice ; but unexpected- 
ly a Meſſage came, to ſtop the -Per- 
formance ; for the Actors ſhould be 
all taken up : That now they dare 


not play Treaſon, they put Treaſon- 
able Titles to their Bills; and that 
The Reſtauration of Krug Charles II. 
was a Treaſonable Title. 

I confeſs I am ſo ſtupid, I cannot 
apprehend what they mean; they 
know beſt that ſent the Meſſage. 

I have been looking over the 
Service appointed for the Twenty- 
ninth of May, and find the Title 
as follows. A Form of Prayer 
« with Thankſo:zvns to Almighty 
** God, for having put an End to 
the gregt Rebellion, by the Re- 
« ſtitution of the King and Royal 
« Family, and the Reſtauration | of 
e Government, after many Years 
© Interruption, which unſpeakable 
** Mercies were wonderfully com- 
e pleated on the Twenty-ninth of 
© May, in = Year 1660. and 
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(iv) ? 
ce jn Memory thereof, that Day, in 
« every Year, by Act of Parliament, 
« js appointed to be kept Holy.“ 

But now for Part of the Body of 
the Service. © It is of the Lord's 
& Mercies, we were not conſumed ; 
& becauſe his Compaſſion fails not.“ 
„ — And, by thy miraculous 
* Hand of Providence, didſt deli- 


« yer us out of our miſerable 


“ Confuſions, by Reſtoring to us, and 


« to his Own juſt and undoubted 
« Right, our Ihen Moſt Gracious 
6“ Soycreign Lord, thy Servant, King 
* CHARLES II. ( Notwithſtanding 
c all the Power and Malice of His 
« Huemics) and by placing him in 
ce the Throne of theſe Kingdoms; 
thereby, by Reſtoring alſd unto us, 
the publick and free Profeſſion of 
ce thy True Religion and Worſhip, to- 
ce gether with our former Peace and 
*© Proſperity, to the great Comfort 
* and Joy of our Hearts. 
Knot obo cn ROY 


* * 
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(vw) 
© We yield thee Praiſe and Thanks 
tc for the wonderful Deliverance. of 
<« theſe Kingdoms from the Great 
« Rebellion. _ 


« Strengthen the Hands of our 


«© Sovereign King George and all that 
cc are put in Authority under him, 
« with JupGEMENT and Jus- 


a 


© E; to cut off all ſuch Workers 
of Iniquity as turn Religion into Re- 


* 


c 
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© bellion, and Faith into Faction, &c. 
If my Title is Treaſonable, what 
muſt it be to mention Reſtauration, 
CHARLES II. Rebellion, &c. fo 
many Times over. O dear! What 
can be a greater Pleaſure, to an ho- 
neſt Heart, than to ſee his Country 
redeem'd from Anarchy. Does not 
his ſacred Majeſty King GEORGE, 
the Queen, aud their Royal Progeny, 
celebrate the 29th of May? Had 
this preſent happy Eſtabliſhment ever 
been without the Reſtauration ? No. 
Why is it offenſive then to have that 


repreſented which we annually pay a 
Thank(- 


| 
| 
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Thankſpiving for, and receive the 


Benefit of every 


that reads this Preface to give me a 
Reaſon. 

Now I ſhall ſet before you the 
Diſcourſe verbatim, as it aſd be- 
tween the Meſſenger that came to 
forbid it to be acted, and the Perſon 
who receiv'd the M eſſage. 

« Tt muſt not be — 
« do you come from ? 
'-2+S6:: you 
* — up. Is this Law? No Mat- 
© ter whether it is or no, well try 
« it; it muſt not be acted. Why? 
© Becauſe it muſt not; the Story 
c 1s too recent. 

I think the Gentleman then ſaid 
ſomething ; but give me Leave to 
tell him, That that Great Princeſs 


Matter, 


Queen Elizabeth ſaw (with Pleaſure) 


her own Father Henry VIII. brought 
upon the Stage, the he Proteſiont Reli- 
gion eſtabliſt d and Popery aboliſh'd, 


nay, 


Hour of our Lives? 
1 believe, I may challenge every one 


Na. Who 


Il know when the Actors are 


* 


( vii ) 


nay, and her ſelf chriſten d too ; 


and ſhould we not do the ſame by 
the happy Reſtanration of King 
CuARLEs I. —— WO 
I need ſay no more. — I would 
not have any one take it ill, that af- 
ter the Perfor mance is ſtoptz 1 pre- 
ſume to print it; for know, 1 have 
my Bread to get, and were not the 
Opera publiſn d, I might loſe many 
Friends, who would imagine I had 
concealed, a Monſter ! And now I Have 
produced it, you ſee it is onlya Mouſe. 
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Xin CHARLES II. 

Leſly, PA” 77 the Scot s 
Col. 93 an 
General Monk. 1 Lyalifs. 
Truſty Dick. 3 
A Captain. | 

Three Citizens.  ' | g's 
Oliver Cromyrell, a Grand 72 3 


Treton. . ns Hoy 47! ] 32} 2 
Sage den. Villains. 
Meſs John. 


Three Soldiers. 
: Grimbald, a Boſe: hs oF ( 8 N 


"WOMEN. 


9 Genius of the Ihe: 
Miſs Jane Lane, a Loyal Girl. 
Lach Claypool, Daughter to Cromwell. 
Dame Sarah, a treacherous Virago. 


Confoble, Servants, Attendants, &c. 
THE 
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RESTAURATION 


O F 
King CHARLES II. 
W ee e eee e br | 
F | AST | 
SCENE I. 


Britannia diſcover'd in a Bower. 


AIR I. 
Tune, The Dying Swan. 


F“ RT H from my pleaſant Bower 
| (of Bliſs 
Where fragrant Roſes move, 
Where balmy Zephyrs Sigh and Kiss, 
Singing ſott Notes of Love. 

C Lo! 


2 Ie Reſlauration of 


I! Tam drawn to ſhield this Iſle 
From juſt impending Fate, 
- Intreat the Gods once more to ſmile, 

i Tho' ye deſerve their Hate. 

Ah me! I fear you long muſt Mourn 
The Royal Blood you've ſhed, 
Of Pity all good Things torlorn, 

This Land to ſhame is led. 


In Worceſter, now Diſtreſt, young Charles Re- 

. ſolves 1 rr 
To riſque the Fortune of his lawful Right, 
Aga'nſt the Forces of uſurping Cromwell. 
Join cloſe your dreadful Ranks, ye Loyalliſts, 


And firm your Hearts (l doubt Scots Leſly's Forces.) 


The aged pray, Youth fight, and Matrons grieve, 
Till Heaven reſtore the Line that muſt return; 
For e're yon Eaſtern Sun has laſh'd his Steeds 
O'er Heaven's high arched Hill to Thetis Lap, 
Poor England's Riſe or Fall, muſt be determin'd. 
For now! through myſtic Shades confus'd, I ſte 
This Iſland has not felt her Tythe of Woes, 
Nor twenty Times the Tythe of her Deſerts ; 
For all her Murders, and Rebellions, 

Few only now repent of, and bewail, 

Until the Scourge of War recount em or'e. 

To Worcefter City now I'll wing my Flight, © 
To guard the Perſon of my darling Charles ; 
Leſt ſome vile Wretch, by falſe fanatick Zeal, 


/ | "or 


King CRARLES II. 3 


Or baſer Hire, attempt that horrid Thing, 


Taſſault the ſacred rerſon of a King. 


Britannia aſcends in ber Chariot. 


SCENE KK 


SCENE A Wood. A Camp at a 


Diſtance, 
Enter Cromwell. 


O Cromwell ! wretched, happy, reſtleſs Cromwell ! 

O why art thou deſirous now of hearing 

A Repetition of that cucs'd leal'd Compact, 

Of which the Devil and me are certain of? 

W herefore this horrid Struggling, trembling 
Doubt; 

(The Curſe of prominent Ambicion.) 

Am I not from a private Gentleman, 

Ruler of three rich, potent, pleaſant Kingdoms; 

Extending Conqueſt, to the golden Indies, 

Daſtard the French, humbled the Pride of Spain, 

Deſtroy'd the Dutch, and made my Will a Law 

To ev'ry Foe that lifts a Head in Europe; 

Polleſt of all Things ſovereign Sway can wiſh: 

Yet is my boundleſs Mind never content, 

(Ambition is an endleſs Labyrinth.) 

I'm in the Middle on't, and dread each Way, 

As I am damy'd I'll on; I caw't fink lower. 


Ho] Grimbald, fouleſt Spirit of the Deep. 


C 2 | AIR 
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The Reſtauration of 


AIR II. 


Tune, Uſurer, in the old Houſe 
Dr. Fauſtus. 


Riſe, Riſe, Riſe, 

Proud damn'd Fiend ariſe, 

Come ſtand before my Eyes, 

And tell me where the Prize 
Of War will fall? 


Riſe, Riſe, Riſe, 

Appear before my Eyes, 

* uglieſt Form will not ſurprize 
Nor Speech * 


Ge. Riſes Singing. 
A I R III. 


Tune, 1 come, 1 come, in the Tra- 
gedy of Macbeth. | 


Grim. 1 come, T come, I come, 


Sound Trumpet and beat Drum 
2 9 47 10 3414 3 Arm, 


th : 
King. CuARTLES II. 5 
Arm, Boot, to Horſe, to Horſe, 
Shed Blood without Remorſe. 


 [Retornel with Trumpets 
and Kyttle-Drums. 


At Worceſter, 
Crom. Tell, 
Grim. Thoul't conquer, 

Crom. Well, 
Grim. Succeſsful be 

Two Years and Three, 

Then come to me, then come to me. 
Crom. Proud damn'd deceitful Fiend you 

Lye, 
"Tis Six Years yet, &er I ſhall dye. 
Grim. Tis no more but Five ſay I, 
Crom. *Tis Six you Cheat, you can 't 
deny. 

Grim. The Bond will ſhow you tell the 
Lye. 

24 At Six ſay 

Grim. At Five 1 dye. 


Crom. How dar thou contradi& me Falſiber? 
I well remember on a gloomy Eve 
Near Huntington thou met'ſt me on the Way; 
uy LOR revolving over Thrones and Scep- 


And "which Way to aſcend the lovely Pharos j) 
*T was then, thy awful Shape of Santtity 

Won my Reſpect, and gain d my Ear 24 Soul. 
(Thou reverend Devil, Srefal Hypocrite) 

1 Nun . Fool, (O weak Humanity) 


Bow d 


8 5 . 75 % 
* "uy * 


6 The Reſtauration f 


Bow'd'to thy grizl'd Hair, and antique Beard, 

Thy bending Shoulders, and thy palſie Head, 

Uniting Knees, thy flow advancing Feet, 

And trembling Hand, which minuted thy Years, 

Which Eighty ſeem'd, to ſhrink, long Bloſſom 
fall'n. 1 * 


Sir, ſave you! was your Salutation, 


(How thou haſt ſavd me, my Soul Trembles at,) 
We joyn'd Diſcourſe, and by Tranſit ions ſubtle 
Stol'ſt my Attention, while thou did'ſt diſcloſe, 


The Womb of Nature, and her ſecret Ways; 


Matter inanimate ; Days, Years progreſſing; 
Planets prolifick of our Deſtiny, | 

The Tidey Moon, the Polar Stars, and of 
The Local Sun, which gladdens all alive, 
And ripens Souls humane and vegitive ; 
(Curſe on thy fatal wiſe Philoſophy) 

Thou told'ſ of Man at laſt the Lord of all! 
And painted'ſt too the Beauties of this Globe, 
And ſaid that Kings were Maſters of all that; 
But of all Kingdoms this was eligible, . 
And of all Men, 1 was that Kingdom's Doom, 


And there thou caught'ſt me, ſcaling my Dam- 


nation, 


That I ſhould proſper void of Doubts or Fears 


In all Attempts for One and Twenty Years, 
And now, thoud'ſt wrong me of a ſingle Year 
My friendly Devil, my Soul's Executor. | 
, Grim. Fool ! thou miſtak ſt — I know thy 
Pp of Fate; hy 
From Thirty-Seven unto Fifty Eight, | 
I drew the Inſtrument; — Fools to their Coſt, _ 
Are often reckoning without their Hoſt. ut 
But when from Earth thy Soul its Flight does make 
Flt raife a'Storm which ſhall the Center ſnake 


Ho! ho! ho! [Grimbald ſinks, 


Crom- 


King CuARLEs II. C 


Crom. Nom then rehearſe thy Storm, thou 
Fiend of Hell, | 


Sound, ſound, ſound _ : 
Your cheerful Trumpets, beat the Kettle Drums, 


To Battle! pompous War and ftirring Views 
Shall Ha! Did 1 not give ſtrict Command 
None ſhould break in upon my Solitude? 


Enter Corporal Cudden. 


Cad. O ſweet Cudden Nolee, don't be 
nangry, Cudden Lambert ſent me for to tell 
you, that Cudden Leſh, Cudden King, and 
all their Cudden Cuddens, are now come 
out of Worceſter, and looking at our Camp; 
ſo you may take Charle, Boy, as ſoon, as I. 
can eat a Quart of Firmity, or a Penny 
Loaf. Ha! ha! ha 


Crom. Lambert adyiſes well, P11 ſtrait proclaim 
A.zhoufand Pound Reward on Charles Stuart's Head, 
And my Favour, bring him alive or dead, 

[Exit Cromwell. 


Cud. Who was that I wonder along with 
Cudden Vlee. — I fmelt Brimſtone. — 
Was it a S:ots Meſs John, or old Nick's. 
Match-Maker? — I believe Cudden Noll 
will match Cudden Devil, for he was never 
match'd in out Pariſh, I don't know What 
he may be in his. Let me fee it wants the. 
Length of my Hand of Nine of Clock. 
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> 105 when to fight, can run away. 


8 Thet Neſtuarutin 
I wonder how it comes to be Nine a Clock 
at once, for I never heard it ſtrike but one 


| at a Time. — Oh! 1 the thick Milk I have 


eat at home at Nine a Clock. Ha! they 
call me Fool, but Nollee has made a Soldier 
of me; for any Man has Brains enough for 
a Soldier * can draw a "vn 


L2 | J 247 A 
A 1 K W. 
c nh A * 39 ©» i 
5 1 = Bal Hip. 2 „ * 
af I wear a Sword, 50 18 
I mount the Guard, 
1 ne my! Wau Had fe ken my Left, | 
3 3232 3 
: " Bak dri Share, Fx er 
i Modeſty am quite bers 
ak "Then . ms, 
fn rv 20 "of as; > | 
— Who can a bener ade, pay? 
0 | Review'd, look fas, Ap 
_ In the Sunſhine, 
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King. How pleaſantly the Severs doth indent 


The tertile Meadows, as.if, like a good Prince 

1 meant'to ſuite his Streanrdf. Survent Love; * 

And bounteouſly make Progreſs thro” his Region. 

How ſplendent do theadjaceiit' A, Hi, 

Reflect the bleſſed Sun ; all Nature Wẽeỹt: 

Mankind confels thee, Mah, A 

King and Mfirper, equality becein rr, 

Gratify: their Senſes in th Morn. 118 3 

See Cale, what a! pleaſant Spot the Keats \ 

Have _ to form | melt beer with Cam | 
Cer cs Wer. at „ 

Ja 411 se 1225 | 


en 55 A 


From Wales, and all che open neighbouring Coun- | 


try; 
While our vaſt Naben, ogqopi in = 
Looſe Time'andSpit it, in a _ 2 Gity, 
Our Soldiers ftiortly. will 
And * re Famine dwindle all 


Fer- Hear 28 NS Cos 


up al Sir, gie you Cone 
For eden Aion, as vou ben ſhall 


mw Wi A. 
14 N & 74 
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W.- FA 
07 


Go "Th Neſtanrünbn - 
King, To-morrow early, 


F'er the motly Lig 1 


Diſcovers Obe Auen Wen. their 
In ſhow of Ea with the forlorn ope, 


Whilſt in ſome other Place we pour upon em 


PTS Ansatze. yas a0 aa 


— Me, my Liege, 
Oliver is too vigilant a Soldier 
Fo be. ftp Sido. audit much vonder mR 1 
He has not yetibegatd colluaſtl@-atinki s 
zud tt Hob Bury 26: Captain; wor A 
2514 boog 's lil di & e&wobsol gin: ail T 
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dle having Wen Intimation-\; ob dt — 

Of your {ysWRyzugdumilld nigh his Gros 

3 &nt 0 U.6dundred..de rave Light Horſe. 11 

o intercegt Yourger you reach che City. Wo, 5 

Mount inſtantly, as You regard your Life. 
Kind AWAY: then, and als firſt that. gains Ur 
1 rs {Ds 1:91 mot 03 210% 2 _ 

Old a Rr ong Ment to p urſpe 

And intercept, or drive the Rebels hack 


=N0J) armed fav King, Leſly, c Captaid. 
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A Charles. may teig e geil! 
Ts revenge his great Sire, + 


er Rebels aft Traytors 54 7 9 10s 
b Receive” Berg I Ott A0 
Fn all their vile Abettors, 
From Man meet no Regard; 
If in Battle Lm wourded"to Beath, © 
I'll proclaim a CHurler with my laſt Breath. 
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taken? 


Iret. May i W u'd 
pra Ne. Ae * A 
For near a Mile; en their more Perch Horſe. 
Regain'd/ the City; when 4 Charge wa s ſounded, 
And thro the Gates, their num/rous'Army pour d 
And march dg und form'd their Battle in Array, 
Which urg'd our Flight to bringrhis ſuꝗden N 
Ln. Now, let our whole Army ſet pon nc, 
Their Numbers will ſo choke'the fear 
That we may, Pell-mell, furious ettet Nich en ei. 
oma A glorious Stratagem ! Command a 
Charge. $24 
41132 D 2 ret. 
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ſtand by one bother. 


ec vitude 2 1 17 t! 
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tret. They will not march; they muriny and ſay, 
They won't advance a Foot without their Pay. 
Crom. Ha [ „ie 18 eut 2909121 or 


Show me the paltry Slaves—by;Fite.apd Syqrd, 
II ae the Pog dares utter pech a, Word 
10 9114 ut Us 

8 51, 101 ⁰α wopyt 
sernz 4 (Cary: .a Company of Soldiers 1 
e 1 ts! deen * 1 III. B19 04 it 1 


* Sala. Dang, think Pl fight, and hain't 
drank a Drop o. Gin; theſe three Da 82 

2 Fold. Nor I a freſh "Ouid 0? Tobacco 
this Week, I am forc'd to chaw my old Plugs 
= oo Eg eee FP 

oy Nor 1. nor eee 

3 Sold. It's a fine hot Day, let us all into 
that Wood and louſe bur felves. 

1 Sald. Sliſe, yonder comes Mell; Let us 
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Ene Cromwell Lambert = bert, Iretan, 
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e Who dares carve out his Temme of Ser 


L. 


Who's he that, will not march wichout his Pay: 20 
oy Fold, Why— L won't, Nell L 12 02104] 
05 15 t Vat blog. (uin to Crommell. 

96 — here, Dt (Cromwell ſhoots him. 

— march! 1 | 94 W 2511 43 
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King "Cu wwizs 8s II. 
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Scent A Gate, the 54 "A farces conan oy 
before FT Enter Crom. well and hi 
diers. They drive bb Pariy dag 
the Gate, and enter Worceſter with them, 


het). Drums, a Uns AH no 7 Jai 11 
I 0 HH 111 2H v3 youy oT 
chquges to 4 Street, Soldier um 
ere 0 N by Cromwell and Purth. 
151 43 mon mill 9vge 


Gant: Oh Pain of Death, devaltoock a Nr of 
Wine... 71 rift OR 


To ſearch, 5 Charteranfechall H uſe S 

Nay, ea er coſtly N ombs 

Whoever brings his Head, ſhall have m my Favour, 
8. 


And bo ee with a thouſand Poun 
ALS s (Exit Crom well. 


(4Oy abe, follow, follow; - ſave thi" gs : 
git e ne Say i 6 — 


- 


Enter Leſly, wh Cakes,” 


. Gamard Villar, Shame on heir "dee 


* k\ "453 of 


They ran away the very firſt W r 


"20197 5 


O for the Ergliſh Grenadiers! away ! 
Where in che King? I wiſh-be, may * 
Carl. I have not ſeen him fince the frit Attack; 


Preſerve his te ye eee 


8 ien dur was ind! 


— { a0 „ 1 $50 — 
3 7 * R 


5 5 


i the Kela an. ſh. 


qa wh _—Y I. 0 


i . w 7 SA .- 
Guy Ago N 2425 1 ſome coling 


1 (AVIS Bore . d d £2 IN 1) * 


«SS **S A * 
a % 


Obie 7255 Mad Tng e Tpa are, 112 0 


210 Qfichloody Helkhadnds, ge dare 


Againſt yon "Gods a Yb to wa 8 7. HH 


oy 5 T7 
0 A5 ar with you th. 180 del. * ! 


mo 
mon Vin 560 ant begti 2 0 gti 10 er 58 4 
ab egg bactuoc i 52d brA 
Mw King, purſu'd by romwell. 
2 What, Hol Cherie Stuart, Govrp il calls! 
yield ches, 
67 Til lay thee gaſping at my Foot. 


yn es, art thou there * ! now gracious 
— my I that fr I may | Vance take 
This Hour, for my poor murder'd Father's ſake. 
nh ebe Crom "pon to ftab 
the King, Britannia deſcends and 4 the Kin 5 


into the f Mo Jr 203 N. 8 175 
NaN3 ban wihen9 i) fy A 2 101 


dy-atvodions Hand; peo fumpriou 


ont eric u! zon 2 Bee 
Da {oft a fir Sen ele 4 
| (Britannia aſcends with the King. 

APA Confuſion ! Diſappointed ! 
What 


ras ia + % # 
. 73 we” — 
_ pu 


oy 


0 2 11 


Kg CM AAS H. 5 
What unſeen Hand has yobb'd me of my — 
But, Toro e bal foe ny RAO Xl 


1 8 = \ 1911814] Is8yoAa wot 
79 in 4 il 

1 1 K VII. Np 620 

eta 1 ane WES 


Tune, When 2 Wats 47 3 8 


Fire and Sword aſſiſt i y/Fur 1 
All Conditions ſorg all el, 
Age nor Sex ſhall not inſure ve 3 
Nor your Throats, from Soldier 5 io” 


IH it vg 8 


— i% 


As a Torrent that's impee ded, N 
Rolls mote fierce; When gain'd its Wa 
So, my Anger ſhall be dreaded, 
Str oget, RPE 1 *d this Da * 
F Mon (tate oa u „ dab Exit 
Van 2 ldifog wo 2 808 1 it vol 


Ala Oaki the 10 "Whoog. 
SCrN ange. 1 N ki e N. 


(* ge. * 


ut Lan 2 Wool Le Ga 45; it yaiil 


941 1 
d 2200 Wi UAE . King, | «vin ti Ae 
Hogs 107 ae 'Heax 'aly Payer preſtry d my 


121 2d 
e Bon my. Subje its Malice. 
ut . — 45 here's no one to — of; 


Or where to go, or which Way to ſubſiſt, 


Unleſs the imaſtUlate Hand of Providence 


Direct ſome unthought Miracle to ſave. 
I'm = a Mae bo know —— Hark! ! What 
"Xoife) * by As 


6%, Pi. "Ho! 110 Rol 2 04 Hν⏑ 
Enter 


36 Thy Reſpawation f 


Nec u vin 10 Fete Catlos 181 £21991 ft 366 
Where wüſt 1 foot Pind when 1 r T alt b q 
My Royal Maſter ? May be, Severn's Stream 


Has ſunk him, where I nc'er ſhall ſee him more; 3 


Or elſe among thb|Heaps of Loyal ſlain. 
His palid Corps welt'ring in common Blood, 


Li ng in conxulſixe Agony, 
64 wii Subjects, wk 4 With King! 2 5 


King. Ama 
Either my Eyes fone; or 1 1 Ke ) UA 


My chieteſt Joy on Zatth; "OF. deareſt Carloi 

412 "7911406 NOW 15001 (Kii embrace him. 
Carl. Tranſporting BliG!O Heav 'nly Favourite! 

My Hearc beats 7 my gracious Soyereign! 


8 thought F never ſhow d behold, yqu more, 

1 hs e 5 F., but let Tg 57 nl 
xpreſſiy ears inyohuntary. .  * 

5 2 yh "Nl ( Carlo « weep? 4 and kneels. 

AEN. Riſe Carlos , uſe no Ceremony now; 

ow fare our Troops! ? 1s't poſſible they ll rally ? 

ul. Fear has poſſeſt 'em ſo, it is impoſſible, > 

mpoſſible to gueis it in the Scots, 

They fled as tudden as the Wind blows ſounds. 
Sold. Within, ] I ſaw a Cavalier enter the 


Wood, earch, #1 
2A 168071. 


Look about, kill em, or take em 
1 and Carlos retire behind te o 2M 


O ungratefy], ng ne br g 2111 


5 


＋ tis the King, look out ſharp 


Then Enter Iretpis. Mm 2 1919 £ 
ret. Take him alive or dead, all one to us. 101 11 
Now we mall all be Kings without the Name, 
Mean Folks are Raſcals, Power feels no Shame. 
(Exit Ire ton 


An 


King Cuantes II. 17 


King. Carlos farewell, ſhift for thy ſelf, while I— 
Carl. tom © - Be a Traytor, leave my King in 
Thrall! | | 
- (Within) N Carlos, I ſaw him turn that Path. 
Carl. Dear Sir, preſerve your ſelf, aſcend this 
Tree, (Kin gets up the Tree. 
King. Lend me thy Hand, What will be» 
come of thee? Dinh 
Carlss, retire, my Danger is too nigh ! | 
Carl. O give me Leave, with you I with to dye. 
Ha (Carlos gets wp. 


+. 


Enter Ireton, Sandy, Corporal Cudden, 
_ and Soldier 4. 


Iret. Search narrowly each Buſh, let the 
Reward, a Thouſand pound, inſpire your Di- 
ligence, 38 5 
Cudden. A thouſand Pound! A what a 
good many firmitys, penny Loafs, and Cha- 
num Noranges that will buy? Come, San! 
Scratch about, Sandy | Come, Sandy! - 

Sandy. What far! Tſe na venture my Craig 
for a lick Siller. ; 

Iretoa. A thouſand Pound, Sandh, is the 
Reward, upon my Honour. 

Sandy. D&l of your Hoonour ! Mon 1 
prig'd hard, for a Bargain of a Groat wi ye 
85 years ſyne, and ye paid me boo? the haff 
nnen $4 

Ireton. How, Sand)! ; 

Sandy. Out, out 2 ae faſh your ſele, I'de 
[FI na 


————— — 


. 
* 
. . ⁵⁰bvl v ˙ e 8 Te Ia  WR_ 
7 
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1% Ibe Reſtanration f 
na betray my ane Father ar and Mother under 


a hundred pound Scote. 
| Treton. Why the nd 1 Laobe Pound 


Scots... 
Sand). Ay, Trot! 


and Oliver is a Cherub, and Monarchy's the 
Decvill, the Covenant is Better nar a Sermon, 
and for aw? that Money, I'd ſell my Father 
and Mother, and Broother, and Siſter, 
and maarry a Cow, or a Sow, for ſike a To- 
cher ; Stand by a wie, I'll ca" tull 
him Charler, my Bonny, hear ye — 
Why * ye no come to me? Troth 
you ſhall find me as honeſt as any Lad of my 
Principles. , 4 

Carl. That Fellow: 
Troop, and has taſted of your Royal Bounty, 
a Dog, who wou'd have thought he tou d 
have queſted for your Life 

KMiig. He has no Honour, he'd ſerve Wes 
ton ſo, or any one for a Reward pfoclaim'd; 
ſit eloſe, my deareſt Frĩienc. 


4 8 
$74 * il 


e n > Vill. 


3 r ee $oots Tune. 
Sabel Where urt rli6n Charlee, bony dLa? 
Why wilt thou no come to me? 
3 gars thee to be ſae x flead, 
A ken'ft thou no 91 loo thee. 


» 3} 
, Fs 
* C4 
% 
* S A 
99 EX * 


' Gued Faith 
Meeſter Ireton, yere, a veery. hooneſt Mon, 


gd te Fells own 


King Cuantas II. 19 
Pll nae deliver up thy Grace - 
For to be made Thief on; 


But when the Siller's in right Plaves 
Come thou and take the haff on't. 


Charlee, come Laddee, and tak haff the 1 
Reward thy ſele Come awa' fond 
Lad — em Numa 


1 What ately Tree is this whoſe 
ſpreading Branches diſtinguiſh him the Ru- 
ler of the Wood? The cluſter*d Boughs per- 
chance may hide him from us, cut down the 

a Tr e 1 2 


1.0. * * 
* 


Britannia feet over wths Thee,” 


Britannia. Now, pitious Gods defend 
my darling Son! 

(As the Soldiers are going to deſtroy the Tree, 
Thunder, Lightning, and 4 Shower 77 
falls, and Thee them, 

>) 0 \ vue. 
Charles. The Heav' aly Powers wreak Vengeae 
- -.Jonany Foes,” 
And cauſe the Elements to Gght — me; 
No Ireton (the baſe Set) and all are fled, 


Wanze for Safety ſhall BY go up la Tae 


Here is a holfow lacy within t 
Will en ank our Body; I intreat 
You thert abide a Night; early ith* Morn 


I will reviſit you with geen Neus. 


E 2 Some 


20 . The Neſtauration of — 
Some hor Miles N there is a — Vil- 
: + ue; c 

Where 1 homely Hut an honeſt Clown, 
Truſty and Loyal, Valiant and Merry, . 
Will give fafe Shelter to a Cavalier: | 
There II provide Diſguiſes for us both; 
But left that beautious Ornament, your Hair, 
Show'd to your Royal Head a Traytor be, 
Permit me, Sir, cloſely to cut it off. © 

Jong: How careful thou art of me. I con · 


ſent. © 
Col, Pardon me, Sir, this i is the only Inſtrument 
(You muſt compound) that I am Matter of, 
.T will not be eaſy in the Operation. 
(Carlos cuts off the King's Hair with a Knife. 
Now Sir, good Night ; z carly Pth' Morn I'll come. 
( Exit Carlos, 


| King. Good Night, my faithful Carlos,. 


Heav'n com 8 me. 


e YT N. 


Tune, Meng ode *phou 
| Sleeper, & & 


brit. Sleep, huſh thy Cares, the Gods be- 
friend thee © 
Till thou wake from profound Repo 
Thy Genius will all Night attend thee, 
And guard "= e thy cruel Foes. 


M 1 t vitze ng (Scene. ſouts: 
| 27 of FR Firſt AR. . 


dtn e | C1 


drowſy 


ſe, 


King CnuanLtEs H. 3s | 
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SCEN Ez The Oak. 


Enter Carlos in 4 Country Habit, Leather | 
Jacket, and Breeches on his Arm. 


CARLOS. 


Y Royal Lord! My King! Heav'n guard 
his Life ! 

He ſleeps as ſound as in his Royal Palace. 
My Lord, my Lord. | | 
King above.] Carlos | Good-morrow, welcome „ 

my dear Friend; 

Carl. 1 hope your Majeſty has reſted well ? 
75 King deſcends the Tree. 
X 1 4-5 think ſt thou, Carlos, I was dreaming 

ok? - 


' Carl. Samethin 1 ho that comforted your 
© Bread), g pe your 


Kung. My Reſtoration, Carlos ! (ſtrange Chimera.) 
Contrived, perfetted, and accompliſh'd 
By one whoſe outward Habit was a Prieſt, 
And his looſe Garment did unfold a Soldier, 
And then he turn'd into an auſtere Monk ; 
But yet he ſmil'd on me, and cry'd, Courage! 
Thy calling wak d me from the Conſequent. 
7 A 9 W Carl. 


9 


22 . The Reſtauration , ; 


Curl. Dreams are not wholly to be lighted, Sir, 
Nor yet depended on; all Things mean ſomething, 
Creations of the Brain do animate 1 
And ripen Thought ſo, may it cheriſh this. - ; 4 
Come, Sir, flip theſe courſe Garments o're you. 

I have procur d keception for us both, 

As for two Cavaliers, our Names unknown, 

But I preſume hencetorth to call you William. 

| King. With all my Heart——— 

Rich Ornaments, and Majeſty adieu! 

(Immortal Gods 1 bow my ſelf to you.) 

Theſe Cloaths, dear Carlos, ſeem to fit me well, q 

Lead on, thou do ft, my Friend, all Friends exctt. 
eam King and Carlos. 


ScENE, The Inſide” of a Cottage. 


ck: poet v8 7Hro Linyaf Y \ * 
Een Dame Sarah. 110 Va 
Sarah. So, ſo, here's fine Work! I am 
forc'd to Walk nine Miles to Market and 
home again every Saturday); work hard at 
my Dairy, or Spinriing-wheel all the Week 
after, and my old Blpckhead of a Husband, 
muſt ſpend his Money on your Raking, 
Redtoat Cavaliers: There's two of my bai 
Pullets laid down to the Fire, and the Tap 
put into the Groaning Ale, and the Fool not 
content with that, is rid to Town on poof” 
blind Dohhin, for a Quart of Sack, and a 
Pound of Sixpenny Sugar for em. And all. 
becauſe he loyes his King and Country, for- 
ſooth! What have poor Folks to * 
Nie | the 


— 


- 


King Cuanrtks lll ag 


tho Good of either of em, but at Elections; 
and then every honeſt Man ſhou'd: ſell. his 
1 75 to them that wall give moſt os . 


10 N A IR X. 5 
„Tune, Buff Coat bas no Filled. 
1364 
111 


_ 11 4 a Cavalier comes down to be choſ, 
He Tops his Honour upon ye, 
i Yi a Roundhead's Interelt further 80 
With his Budget full of Money. 


OH Peck of Corn ! give my Hen, if 351 
- - To fell her when ſhe's plump, 
5 They buy your Votes, and Trade again 
At the Market they call the Rump. 


And if the King were to be here, my Huſ- 
band's fooliſh Honeſty, with His Loyalty at 
his Breech, (I warrant you) wou'd ſooner 
loſe che thouſand Pound than take him... 
O here come the two Cavaliers, ah the De- 
vil cavil 'em, they ſhall loſe their Hearing, 
an they N long pre I can 1 em nt 
1343 | * 
** ; Erker King and Carlos. 
Carl. So Dame, How is it? This is 
hontft Friend I told thy ag Man of 
where is he ? 
Dame. In his Skin, I ſuppoſe. (Bowling. 


Ga William, you muſt N il 
d. 


# 4 „ 


a4 The Reftanration"of” 
He's pretty choleric ; but tis ſoon over 
—ĩ ͤ v 

Dame. It's a Lye, you lye, Sirrah . you 
couple o' lazy, lubberly, unmannerly Hounds, 
d'ye think I'll wait on ye! You ſhall 
een lay the Clath your ſelves, if you eat any 
Dinner here. TOS - - 

Carl. Well, well, we will, Have 
Patience good Dame, I'll go in and furniſh 
the Table my ſelf, ſtay you there William. 

1 ee 

Far. Hum! — Why, what a Pox, be'ſt 
blind as Death and Dumb? Do'ſt not 
ſee the Jack ſtands ! N 

King. Ha! (As waking from Ibongbt. 

Far. Hay! Ay and Straw too. — Wind 
up the Jack, and ſtir the Fire, do'ſt hire. 
| | (Bawling again, 
Kine. I will, ſweet Miſtreſs; but 
how to go about it I am ignorant I 
fear my Unexperience in theſe Domeſtick 
Affairs will betray ge. (Ale. 
-. Sarah. Why you Black, Tawny-face, 
Lanthorn-jaw*d,'. Charcoal brow'd, Wide- 
mouth'd,” Long-nos'd, Lath-back, Spindle- 
ſhank'd, Awkard-Ninny, did'ſt thou never 
{ee a Jack before! Stand *our o' my Way, 
you Booby, ' (She cuffs him. 
King. Hay ha! lia! I can't help Laughing 
at my Condition. e 
„Ser. Why, how now, Jeck Sauce, d'ye 
#hink Ill be lavgh'd at in my own Houſe, by 


* B+ q | 


& 4+ | - | ſuch 


. 
King CuARLES IL 25 
ſuch a Fellow as thou art ! Sirrah ! Pll have 
you to know ! that if the King himſelf were 
here, and laugh't at me, I'd comb his Head 
with a three legged Stool — marry wou'd J. 
| _- (Throws a"Stool at him. 
Ring. Nay, Good Miſtreſs, help, help! 


Re-Enter Carlos. 


1. For ſhame, for ſhame, pray be pa- 
cify'd. 58 3 
Sar. Why, what Buſineſs is it of yours; 
he's a ſaucy Fellow, to laugh at m. 
Ki. I did not laugh at you, indeed I 
did not. a6 

Sar. There, there's Manners for you | he 
gives me the Lye in my own Houſe, Tl] bear 
it no longer; I'll run to a Juſtice of Peace 
that's now marrying # Couple at the Crook- 
ed-billet Ale Houſe, and have you both ta- 
ken up for Rebells againſt Over. 

Carlos. Nay, dear Dame conſider, 
Our Lives are in your Power, we have becn 
ſomething unmannerly ; but let this make 
amends for our paſt Mrbehaviour. 

Þ (Gives her a Purſe of Gol. 
Sar. Oh! Dear Sir you know m 
good Humour, and that's the Character all 
my Neighbours will give me, tho” I ſay it — 
Iam a little hot tis true; but ſoon hot, ſoon 
cold, as the ſay ing is; — pray ſitte down -- 
you muſt needs be We of walking 2 

| ow 


* 


The Ref auration of * 


— * dide come pray? Wille have a Dram 


of my Water to comfort ye? — Shall I 


bring the Table to the Fire ? You'll may be 


catch Cold in that damp Room. Dal. Look 
Out my Grand-mother's beft fring'd Sheets, 
and let'n be well air'd, you muſt ex- 
cuſe me, a little, for unleſs I flir about my 
ſelf e woll have nothing in Order. | 
[Sarah, Curt ſies to the King and 
4 Carlos then E. 

Ning. O Carlos] how miſer able muſt this 
Woman's Husband be! — Thus Cottages, 
and Pallaces have Plagues. | 

Carl. No part ot Lite's ** from Woe, 
my Lord. 


* RecEnter Nine Sarah, with a Talle, and 
5 0 I þ couple Eren, Rc. on it. 


Sar. Came, come, ( fire down, their choice- 
hy dong, done to Refection, I did ?em all my 
lf Ay, Ronin br a King, 

(Taft*s em with her Finger. 

Come, cut em up; and ]'ll put ſome three 
Dey Sugar on em and make em as good 
Or you as cver I can. 
Abe fetch, S @ white earthen &. gar pot. 
15 5 No, hold Dame, they'r very well as 
they are. 

144 Udſheart ye don't know what's 
good for your ſelves, D'ye think 1 
EN it ye! No, no. Wall ye have 


ſome Verjuice and Muſtard? ? 


can 


Carl. No, no, better thus, we tliank you. 
Sar. Well, ye be ſtrange Volk O! 

yonder my Dickey's a coming, I hear him 

ſinging in the Lane. . 2 00 


Enter Dick with & Battle, Glaſs and Pound 
| of Sugar. Fills to' Carlos. 7 ye. 


A-1.R: A 
/ 7 2 21 5 _— You 
Tune, Health to the Kine, &c. 
| . ö | 


Dick. A Health to the King, preſerve 
 - -/;- bis Lily 54! | ANT 
And rid this Land of Civil Striſe 
O! ſend us always brimfull Bowls 
To drink this Health and cheer our 
Souls, E | 70 1 T6 : 
If ony Mon, this Health deny, 
Kick him dowa the Stairs Boys, 
Kick him dowa the Stairs Boys, 
Down, down, down, 
Kick him down the Stairs out ofthe 
Company, 10 N 


There now ha, ha! There's a Loyal Song for 
ve, come eat heartily Lads, never mind us, 
Dame and I will pick a Bit when ye have 
done, that is, if you leave ony. Ty 
Carl. Come, fill a Brimmer, the King's 
Health, Dicht. [CJCarlos Drink. 
. F 2 Dick. 


8 Tho Reſtauration of © 
ho? it were a Mile to the Bottom. Come, 
wml ghd eee 
here's a Health to his Grace's Majeſty King 
Charles the Second, ſend him ſafe upon the 
Throne of his Succeſſors, and that he may 
Live to revenge his Fa — a —— a 
O0! (Looks earneſt in the King's Face, 
lets. fall the Bottle and Glaſs, 
„then fallt on bis Knees. 
preſerve your Majeſty, and ſend you ſafe out 
of my Houſe: an 
Carlos. Softly Dick ! 
Ming. How cam'ſt thou to know me? 
Dick. Iwas an under Gamekeeper to your 
Father, and have ſeen you often ſhooting, Sir. 
Sar. Ah! Bleſs our Majeſty, any Body 
may know you to be a King by your hand- 
{ons Noſe eat heartily. I won't 
ole this-Opportunity of getting a 1000. 1. - 
YOU er agh 1 hi 2 1.4 Giz (Ade 
5 2 G9 a Dame Sarrah. 
Ck. O let me beg of you,Sir, to quit m 
Houle immediately, tor iy — Wife 
is ſlid out, and certainly will buz it about, 
all over the Pariſh who you are, and 
 thow'd:your Majeſty'be taken. in my Houſe, 
L ſhouid hang my ſeif, if they did not do it 
mme (ci. 
rg. Foor honeſt hearted Fellow, riſe 
1 truſty Diek. 2 ' - £4 


Now Carlos, whither ſhall we fly? 


Carlos. 


eee ̃ 
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Curlos. In Staffordſbire, lives an honeſt Gentleman, 
Loyally known, as is his Daughter fam'd | 
For Wit and Beauty, and all other Parts, 
Which render her the Mirror of her Sex; | 
Her Name is Lane; (oh pardon me wy Leige, 
That 1 ſhou'd entertain a Thought of Love 
While your in any Danger of your Life.) 

But there depend we are ſecurely ſafe. 


Dick. Ay, begone quick for the Laud's 
Sake, and PI lend your © Mai eſt old Dobbin, 
he'll carry you "wy "fe for al e's Blind. 

Xing. 1 thank thee Dick, and I accept thy 
Offer ; Come, Carlos, let us forward! 
Immortal Gods, protect and pitty me! 


AIR XII. 
Tune, Sweet are the Charms, &c. 


Wer't not my Right I'd not implore, 
From the juſt Gods, their Heav 'oly aid, 
Or bend my Knee for Riches Store, 
Or be with Royal Pomp array'd; 
But, as Injuſtice has Succeß, 


Oh! [ Guard me from their Wickedugſs. 
Erxeunt. 


oy 7 ENE 4 Village. 


Enter Dame Sarah; Ms J Joby, VO 2 
0 Coonty BY 


Dame. Come, Maſter Conftable — 
914 Come, 


em — — 


2 . - * on 4 a 7 
3 — 7 * 
„ 


| | ( 
| 30 The Reſtauration of / 
| Come, good Sir, here's the King, the Mo- 
ny's as {ure as it we had it in our Pockets. 
Meſs John. Ah! thou'rt a gued Woman, 
and the Lord will reward you, for deliver. 
ing the Nation fra' ſike Factious Chiels as 


Kings are. 
AIR XII. 


Noſamy's old Man's, Tune, in the Rape 
F Proſerpine. 


Remember the Cov'nant 
My bonny Bearns, 

Let Heaven your Inter'ſt Grant, 
Chief of Concerns. 


For ah! I ken weel, 
That the muckle De'el, 
The Pape and the Kiog, 
All draw in a String. 


To pull down the Kirk, 
Old Aolfs Handy-Wark, - 
But maintain the Word, 

With Ax and the Sword. 


Conſt. I thought your Cloath had wielded 
no Weapons but your Tongue and Book. 
Meſs Jahn. Out, out, in my Country na 
Man's fit to crack in a Pulpit that can't fight 
the Weapons through. Lead awa? —— 
| "Tis 


— 


** 21 2 
1 0 99 
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'Tis for the Geu'd ald Cauſe, and a thou- 
ſand Pound. an 

Sar. This Way, don't tumble over the 
Cell, good Sir. (Exeunt. 


ScENE The inſide of the Cottage, 
Dick at the Table. 

PII be hang'd if my Termagant is not 

troopt about ſome Milchict, Ay, ay, 

*tis ſo Pm ſure, for here comes the phanatie 


Parſon Egad I'll be even with 'em; 
bur I am glad the King's gone however. 


Enter Dame Sarah, Meſs John, Conſtable, c. 


Conſt. So, Goodman Richard; Where's 
the reſt of your Company. 6 
Dick. Company! i' faith, you have brought 
more Company than there is Meat for ; 1 
have eat it all up — Will ye have ſome, 
Wife? 12 | 

- Conſt, But where are the Cavaliers? 
Dick. Ha! I know of no Cavaliers 

Sarah. Out, you lying Rogue ; Where 
have you hid *em, Sirrah ! | 

Conſt, Come, produce me them this Mo- 
ment. | 
Dick. Ouns, I believe the Scots Tub. 
Preacher has bewitch'd 'em both. 1 
25 eſs 
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- Meſs John. Make no thy ſel a Stranger 
to the Truth. „„ ee RR 

Dick. Hold your Tongue, ye ſniveling, 
hypocritical Raſcal. Mr. Conſtalle, hear 


me alittle. 
Meſs John. Anſwer ; Was not Chorlee 


- 


Stuart be'n the Hoouſe ? -— | 

Dick. I ſpeak not unto thee, Cantorum 
Jobbernow], I talk to is 

(Thraſts Meſs John away with his Breech. 
my Neighbour Splatterface, the Conſtable : 
Your Worſhip knows, that you, and I and 
Goodman Hou em, the Clerk, and Squire 
Adale head, clubb'd our Twelve-pence a-piece 
laſt Night for Cyder and Brandy; at the 
Star and Gridiron ; which got into my 
Head, and ſo reeling home, I fell aſleep, and 
my Wite ſearching my Pocket (for ſhe al- 
ways picks my Pocket when I am drunk) 
miſſes a Shilling of, my Week's Wages, and 
falutes me with a flap o'th* Face, which I 
(waking) return'd with a civil kick of the 
Breech: And finding ſhe wou'd not go to 
Bed, nor be quiet all Night — I faid 1 
wou'd have two of her beſt Pullets for my 
Dinner To-day ; and ſhe ſwore, if I had, 
ſhe wou'd inform againſt me, which you 
ſee ſhe has, and made Fools of you. 

Sarah. Out, lying Rogue. 

Conſt. Silence, Woman, or I'll ſend you 
to the Houſe of ReſurreQion ——- Why, 


Neighbours, this ſeems to be true, for you 


Ning Ganz az. 3g | 


die Bell dame ſhe is, and has 
Devil of a Clapper ; and as t e 
Vixen as any within 20, Miles rcuad. 
- Ser Lou a-Couſtable, u. 9 | 
Dick. Put her into the e Stool, 
you have my free Leave. 
. Omnes, Ay, to the Ducking Stool |, v_ 
Sarah. Me to the Docking 7 Be if 
5 dare! I had five N 
clades a af 
Chairs, and an old grey M 
ther can't hindet me o; m 2 
Sexton above Threeſcore d Five. J Fears | 
and buried the Pariſh. twics,,over; 


too, wore 970 Silk Scart to the of Fer | 
amr, | 
onſt. Stop ut awa 
to.the Fade ed p | 
Ay, ay, ay, to ucking-Stoo 
* Dick leaps is Ja. | 
Cool her Courage, bo Conftable. — | 


©: AIR XIV. 
l wy, 1 


Votre B Aud. 


nn 0 i; AXs i: 2 - 


aa Le Laws of. this 1 were 
| well put in torce;: .-.. hs & > 4 
What TE d ſruple, for, better for 
125 - worle, - 43 


Ort licher, or ee make it no Curſe. 
i i | | | 
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Sarali ks.) Lay! that che N was af 
| Dinner here. 
| Conſt. Join my dogg, i, 4 
| 5 Drown her ongue⸗ Ge — 
| Chorns.) --< Lead away to the Ducking- 
Stool, Hol —© | 
But fond] Ark think by good Humour to 
| 4 MA W 
|  Aad preach up, that Seolding is ſurely a sin, 
Which won't fetch the Devi out, hen he's 
A124 crepi in. 1 lis © 
Sarah, /peaks.) Pit go'to the Devil, bur 
PlI'be even with you. 
_ Coaft. Joĩn my Song, is +4.24 
Drown her ! dave, dead envoy - 
Chorus. Lead pt to the Dueking- 


Stool, Ho! 
* R Keren, omnes. 
N BY mM n Manſun- 
1 Houſe, 


Enter King and C ales, diſeuig'd as before. 


| Carlos. Ti very dark; but by that wimpling 
e ine 
' We croſs e en now, I Know we're near cle Houſe 
It my dear Jenny knew how nigh 1 was, 
Her ſudden Joy: wou'd quickly fly tome, 
Klug. Is the ſo exquiſitely, Good, and Fair? 
_ Carlos. Hiſtqry cannot relate, 0; Fencil draw. 
"A Mind more juſt, or " Perſon amiable, ' | 
8 True 


True to her Lover, loyal to your. Majeſty. JIY, 
King. Incomparable Lady! Hark ! there's Mu- 
ick! | thay ws. i 
Miſs Lane above in 4 Night-Dreſs, with a Lute, 
AIR XV. 
Tune, Dutcheſs of Ormond's Duty. 


% 


Ah! ſilent Night! thou Friend of Grief! 


O liſten to my ſighing Dread ! 
You whiſp'ring Winds, waft ſome Relief, 
O tell me, Is my Carlos dead? 


Let not the Day my Hopes deceive ! | 
For if my Carlos breathes no more, F 

Lite has no. Charms, no none to give, 
*Tis Death alone that I implore. 


King. Have Patience, Curlot, to her plaintive 
Woe. ä | 
| Miſs Lane. Oh, Carlos ! Carlos! If thou ſhou'd'ſt | 
be ſlain, 
Surely I pine to Death for blaming thee z 
Or if thou liv {, thy Silence will deſtroy me. | 
Certain of Death, my Life is miſerable. 
Carlos, I can contain no longer; here my Soul, 
Thy Carlos waits; come down, dear Creature, Let 
Me jull my Breaſt, e' er my Heart beat it thro”, 
| Mitls Lane. My Carlos there! Oh unexpetted Joy! 
I can't bear the Tranſport, till Im with thee ; 
I come my Life. Il fly into thy Arms. 
| 0 14 (Exit Miſs Lane. 
RN] G 2 King. 


— — 


DDr 
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Sarah '[pthks.Y I ay that the King w was a 
Dinner here. 
Conſt. Join my Seeg * 
7 Di own "ber ongue. dave a — 
Cborus.) - Lead away to the Ducking- 
Stoal,, Hol © 3 
But fondlly we think by good Humour to 
WIn, 
And preach up; that goolding is furely a Sin, 
Which won't tetch the Devi out, when he's 
4 crepi in. enn 
Sarah peak.) Dll 80 to the Devil, bur 
Til be even with you. 
Conſt. Join my Song, 0 
Drown her 1 ongue. deed 2 
Chorus.) . Lead Ji to the Ducking- 


Stool, Ho! b 
45 fer N Ceran omnes. 
Sch BY " gane Merſon: 
— Houſe, 


Enter King « and Carlos, lui as before. 


| Carlos. Tix ve very aun but by that wimpling 
is Broo 
We croſsd een now, ate near the Houſe 
It my dear Jenny knew how nigh 1 was, 
Her ſudden Joy: wou'd quickly fly to me. 
Kung. Is the ſo exquiſitely, Good, and Fair? 
_. Carlos, Hiſtory cannot relate, os E encil draw. 
1 Mind more jut, or 99 amiable, | 


True 
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True to her Lover, loyal to your Majeſty. _ 
King. Incomparable Lady ! Hark! there's Mu- 


| fick ! atlas (alt "A 
(Miſs Lane above in 4 Night-Dreſs, with 4 Lute. 
AIR XV. 


Tune, Dutcheſs of Ormond's Ditt). 


Ah! ſilent Night! thou Friend of Grief! 
O liſten to my ſighing Dread! 

You whiſp'ring Winds, waft ſome Relief, 
O tell me, Is my Carlos dead? 


Let not the Day my Hopes deceive ! 
For if my Carlos breathes no more, 

Life has no Charms, no none to give, 
*Tis Death alone that I implore. 


Ning. Have Patience, Carlos, to her plaintive 
Woe. | | 
Miſs Lane. Oh, Carlos ! Carlos If thou ſhou'd'ſt 
be ſlain, 
Surely 1 pine to Death for blaming thee z 
Or if thou liv ſt, thy Silence will deſtroy me. 
Certain of Death, my Life 1s miſerable. | 
Carlos, I can contain no longer; here my Soul, 
Thy Carlos waits; come down, dear Creature, Let 
Me-lull my Breaſt, &er my Heart beat it thro”, 
Miſs Lane. My Carlos there! Oh unexpetted Joy! 
I can't bear the Tranſport, till Im with thee ; 
I come my Life. Il fly into thy Arms. 
e (Exit Miſs Lane. 


2 32 King. 
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| Ting: The on Monatchs have on Earth no 


Bluſs * * 114 «A 
That they policſs, 9 can i compare with this 


CV i K > o "d 


A, J R A VI. 
Tune, O 0 the ſweet. Bil no, Kc. 


ao (0 Tt 
Miſs. Carlos, My Treaſure ! 
"6G % Oh!. What a Pleaſure! 7 
*Tis to be folded in theſe Aae 


Miſs. How cat you 'tarr 4.88 
Carl. Thitk*you 74 vary 
Or, eber forget theſe marchleſ Charms 


39139 


No, no, my Deareſt, 
Im the fincereſt 
Miſs. Elſe let me from chey Fallhood ay! 


Carl. Pll n&er deceive thee, 
Miſs. Ah! believe thee, 
Carl. Elſe let me like 2 Traytor dye. 


Miſs. But ho is this i in the like Rural ' Dreſs? 
If he's your Friend? (Goes to ſalute the King. 

Carl. Here, bow thy ſubject Knee, | 
And in this home Habit know thy King. 


52 Miſe. | muſt believe what my my Carts: ſays. 


1 (Nneels. 
TheiGods preſerve 3 Sacred Majeſty, DA, 
And give yow Patience in this abjett Fortune. 
K. ** Rate, Fair one, and accept our Royal 


Favour. 
©: A | 9 | Ca: l. 
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Curl. How does thy Father? | 
24 e Lane riſer and kiſſes the King's — 
Mis. He's now at Braftol, + 
W hither to Morrow he commands I come, 
Will you not bear me Company, my Carlos ? 
Carl. I wiſh his Majeſty was lately there, 
From thence he might get Paſſage into France, 
Miſs: If Royal Sir, you pleaſe to condeſcend, 
To ride with me as a Liv ry Servant, 
I Queſtion not bnt you'll be unſuſpected. 
King. | ſhall, be proud to be yaur Seryant, Lady! 
Carl. I will before, and prepare your Father, 
For the King's Concealment, and Reception. 
Miſs. *Tis almoſt Day-break, we n refreſh our- 
ſelves, hs 
And then Ct forward, Carlos till we meet, 
My poor fond Heart; will ow for thee each 
Moment. | 


A 1 R XVII. 
The parting Tune, C Perſeus 


Farewel, Carlos, „ we 4 
Carl. Farswel, my Dear, : 
Till we 1255 al meet ig Joy. 


Miſe, Can I ſupport this trembling Fear, 
| Which does all future Hope Are 
2 8 leave me, , 
1K me. | 

1 3 leave thee? 
N. Ws Aye, aye, aye. _. _ (Singing. 


T Excunt King 24 Miſs Lane, at one Door, 
Carlos at other. 
Erd of Mk Second Ack. 


ACT: 


3 Ihe Rene of 
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mw A C T TIL | 
SCENE, An Antichamber. 

Enter Cromwell and Ireton. 

Crom. LI OW far did you purſue *em ? 

Jret. Many Miles, when I per- 

ceiv'd both him and Carles ruſhing thro? a 

Wood, — In which I found a ſtately 

Oak, that I ſuſpected ſhelter d em,. 1 

order'd forthwith it ſhou'd be cut down — 

when ſuch a Storm of Wind, and Rain, and 

Thunder, — ſuch horrid Lightning, frigh- 

ten'd all the Soldiers! and caus'd us fly the 

Place to ſave our Lives. o 

Crom. Lightning! Rain! Wind and 
Thunder! topping Soldiers! But have you 
heard no further News of him? 

Iret. None, may it pleaſe your Highneſs. 

Crom. Then hear me, Sir, — that Tree 

did ſhelter him and Carlo too — from 

thence they went to a ſmall Village, whence 

in Country. Habits they fled to Mr. Lone's, 
and the King rode as a Livery Servant before 
his Daughter to Briſtcl, whence (again) he 
fled to S-thampton, and was diſcover'd ; 
then hir'd a ſmall. Boat to France, 
and as my Packet ſays, is ſafe arriv'd. —— 

For I have Spies in all the Foreign Courts. 

Diſpatch theſe ſeveral Letters. (Gives Letter. 

Iret. I ſhall, my Lord. [Et Ireton. 

* | Crom. 


7 
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Crom, My Time draws ni 
2 = "repent ! N Free 
Cou'd I be born again, I wou'd be ο . , 
Bold, bloody, daring and ambitious Cromwell ! 
Piry is talte tieraldry to my Nature, 
No Role, or Lilly decorate my Eſcutcheon, 
I hate what the Compaſſionate call Good; 
My Arms thou'd Cannons be in Field of Bl 


37 


gh, and yet I can't 


Enter Lady Clay pole. 

My Daughter Claypole here! and all in Tears! 
Tnou only Thing on Earth I ever loy'd, 
Come to my Arms, my deareſt, pious Child, 
(never knew what Pity'was before.) 

Lady Clap. Here on my Knees I humbly 
crave a Boon | & 5 | 

Cram. Rif:, ask my Kingdom, take it 
frecly, Chiid. 

Lady Clap. Much leſs than that; but Oh! 

I mult not riſe, 
Till you have giv'n your Honour, that you'll 
 +«Franrtm 1 

Crom. What can this mean? 
Lady Clap. Nay, I conjure you too, 
By ell the tender Love you ever bore me. 
Crom. Haſt me to know, 

Lady Clayp. I dare not till you promiſe, 
Becauſe I fear, that I ſhall anger you. 
Crom. Nay, then I doubt tis ſomething 
unbecoming of you, my Child, to ask, or me 
to grant! | 

Lady Clap. O ſpare the Rew'rend Dr. 
Hewit's Laic ! | | 
at 7 oon. 

2 
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Crom. Ha! plead'ſt ee eee a 
Traytor's. Cauſe. + + 
Lady Clap. Oh, pardon me, Sir, you are 
miſiafbrmn'd N 


He's a plain- meaning Teacher, and no Taytbr. 
W e wreſt from his Words ill Meaning. 


A IR XVIIL 


Tune, Be calm, you dread Parents. 


O ſpare my dread Father! 
This Rev'rend Divine, 
Which Suit grant. the rather, 


Becauſe it is mige. 
in return for the Favour, each Night and 
8 each Day, 
e your Soul's Haaf, wel Sr 


Pray“? nr 4 


Crom. Urge, it no more, or by the Cauſe * dies. 
What, Ho! lead Hewit ſtrait to Execution. 
Lady. Clayp. Muſt your lov d Dog pareling, 
beg in vain? © 
Crom. P have cunlulted Hey's * this Prize. 
In Pray r. ſuught it, and Heay/n ſays, —He: dies. 
Lady Clap. Well, as my (once dear) Fatber 
this denies, hþ 
And is relentleſs.ro 'his Danghter s Cri ies, ; 
And hath no Pity for my ER and Pain, 
When he wants Mercy, may he beg in van. 
* 9 <0 87 | Fre Lady Claypole. 
Grom, 31 my own Degen curſe 8 
«bg © Face * . % £8 
My Diſſolution then can't be too near; AS 
The only one I ever lov'd, to curſe me 
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The Fear of Death, and everlaſting Tor- 
ment, hath not ſo touch'd me, as my 


own Child's Curſe! Oh Claypool! Cromwell 
never wept before. Hecps. 


Enter Ireton. 


Ireton. Pardon, my Lord, your Daughter 
Claypool's dead. 
Crom. Dead! how? 
Ireton. With Grief for Dr. Hewit's Death. 
' Crom, Wou'd 1 were dead too then.—0 
horrid Fate 
The Fiend appears, Repentance comes to late. 


Grimbald r:ſes. 
AIR XIX. 


| Ghoſts of ev'ry Occupation, c. 


Grim, Let Repentance now be lighted, 
For ſulphurious Beds are lighted, 
Where thy Soul muſt ever burning, 
In tormenting Flames be turning, 

Age on Age, yet ne'er conſume. 


Grim Alecto, and each Fury, 
In hot Chains will cloſe ſecure you; 
H Mercy 
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Mercy you'll in vajn implore then, 
Hiſſing Snakes your Ey _ gore 
then. 
Whipping, Laſhing . 
Howling, Gnaſhing, 5 
Curſing, Railing, ' 
_ Walling, 
Now muſt be, Old Noll, your Doom. 


Grimbald foe. 


ps Violent Storm to the End: of t this 


Scene. 


Crom. Ireton! are you not afraid? did you 


not ſee that Fury ſink? 


Ireton. No, Sir, I nothing law but our 
two Selves 

Crom. But I did ſee, and I muſt feel 
it too: See there! Behold that bloody 
Cloud! that gaſping Head thou canſt not 
ly F cut it oft—'t as the pretended Court 
of | Juſtice, *twas, Bradſbam Go! ſtalk 
away, thou headleſs Trunk—away! am I 


not Protector? Oh Slingsby! art thou there! 


and Mordant, and Hewit- too? and all the 
Officers from Colcheſter! Ha, ha, ha! 
preſent — fire at 'em What! Clay- 
pool! — then all is [Cromwell faints. 
Ireton. 
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Ireton. What Help ho, there! his High- 
neſs is not well. 
How do you, Sir? [ Enter Attendants 
Crom. My Time is come, bear Witneſs all 
of you, I do declare Richard my Son 
Protector. | 
Claypool, I find thy Curſes now take Place, 
If I cowd pray, there's now no Hope of 
Grace. | 
Grimbald below. Cromwell 
Crom. Grimbald, I come ——Ambition is 
| my Crime, 
Let all Men, warn'd by me, take 
Heed in Time. 


Cromwell dies, and is carried off. 
SCENE the Street. 
Enter To Citizens. 


1/ Cir. Oh Neighbour ! did you ever hear 
ſuch a Rumblification in all your Borndum, 
ſuch whizzing and puffing, I don't believe 
their 15 a Stack of Chimneys ſtanding in the 
whole Ci. | 

24 Cit, Alack a Day! I am deaf, Neigh- 
bour. | | 
1 Cir, What, can't you hear? 

24 Cit. No, I can't, for my Wife was 
H 2 ſcolding 
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ſeolding at -White-chapel-Bars, and the 
Wind blew the Noiſe ſo ſtrong to me ar 
 Charing-Crofs, it has broke the Send of 


my Baru cc 

. If Cit. Ah, that's nothing, I wen to 
water my Horſes with a Pail in the 
ble, and a Flaſh of ann let the Wa. 
ter a Fire. 2 

24 Cit. You know I am a Grocer — Why, 
it thunder?d ſo ſtrong it has turn'd a whole 
Hogſhead of Freacle into Vinegar. 

t Cit. I was ſtanding on FiſÞ-ſtreet-Hill, 
when I ſaw a Louſe creeping over London- 
Bridge. I 

24 Cit. Ah, I was there, I heard him 
Stamp. 
1ſt. Cit. Why Neighbour, the Wind blew 
him as far-as Graveſend; on board an In- 
dia Man, and funk the Ship directly. 

24 Cit. I'll hold a full Pot you hear ſome 
News or other after this 1/f Cit. News! ay, 
you'll have an Account of this To- mor- 
row in the Papers with a wiſe Gentleman's 
Remarks upon it. 


Enter 3d Citizen, 


34 Git. News, Lads, 3 
1/t, 2d Cit Let's hear, let's hear — | 


34 Cir. NolPs dead. 
I F Cit. 
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1/f Cit. The Devil he is! Huzzah! 
3 Cit. Ay, and his Son Drc#'s to be in his 
ldi Dicks Why, he of a mild Temper: 
24 Cit, Dick! Why, he's of a emper, | 
and loves the King, 4 
3d Cit. Here's that Rogue Ireton; what's 
his Buſineſs with us, Trow If he's ſaucy, 
Tl run my Nawl in his A---. 


Enter Ireton. 


Ire ton. Fellow-Citizens! 

34 Cit. None of your Fellows. 

Ireton. Gentlemen. 

zd Cit. Humph ! ſtand aſide there; what 
wou'd you fay : 

Ireton. Oliver of pious Memory, 

34 Cit. Impious Memory, very well. 

Ireton. Being dead, 

d Cit. Well, how can I help that? 

Bids Bequeath'd his Protectorſnip to his 
Son Richard, | | 

zd Cit, Well I knew that before. [4/ond. 

Ireton. Who refuſes to accept the Charge? 

34 Cit, What, and fo you'd have ir, hah ? 

Ireton. No, Sir; the Council have a 
pointed Commiſſioners to rule over the 
Commonwealth, hoping the Concurrence 
of you the worthy Citizens of Landon. 

Cit, Hum, hum, hum. [ They confer. 


Ire- 


Zee 


4 
. 
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Iretos. I wait Your Anſwers. 
zu Cit; Why, to tell you the Truth, we 

have had fo little liking to Noll's Govern- 

ment, my by the Way, had more Senſe in 
his little Finger than you have in your whole 

Body), that,'in ſhort, we want to have our 

King ſent tor Home. 

Treton. I'll have you puniſh'd for this 
ſtubborn Anſwer, 

34 Cit, Here comes one may chance to 
puniſh you, (fo I heard a Bird whiſtle) _— 
ay, *tis Monk, ilaith.. - ; 

Treton. Yes, you ſhall know him, Raſcal, to 
your Coſt ; he is our Partner in the Cove- 
, - 3.9013 vhns ! | 


Enter G eneral Monk with Soldiers. 


Mont. Seize on that Traytor ſtrait, and 
quick convey him to Peters and the reſt of 
that vile Crew. 55 

Ireton. How now, good Mont, pray what 
means this Violence? 

Mont. You ſoon ſhall know, in the mean 
time to Priſon, | : 
Teton. How Monk! I always thought you 
a Bigot unto the good old Caaſe and Cove- 


ant! 


Mont, 
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Monk. I'm not the firſt has been milled by 
Hypocrites, : 
W ith conſcientious Motives of Religion! 
The Nation's Good, and other arttul Pleas ! 
* was; I too (poor Man) like 
im 
Believ d your falſe Inſinuations true; 
But when I found your Cant was all Pre- 
tence, 
Your Views were Gain, that he prey*d on 
Widow's Tears 
And Orphan's Blood, —— that you were 
all as Princes, | 1 
Excluſive only in the Name of Kings ; 
I thought the Reſtauration of my Sovereign, 
The beſt Expedient to redeem the Land; 
And now, you worthy loyal Citizens, 
Prepare to entertain King Charles the Se- 
cond, 
x Night, if the Wind hold, land him 
afe. 


Cit. Huzzah ! Down with the Ramps, 
Monk. In the mean time prepare you for 
your Tryal, which will be ſoon with the 
other Regicides ; away with him, weep Ire- 
ton, and Repent. 

[Exeunt Monk, Ireton, and Soldiers. 


(it, 


*48 The Reſtaurat ion of _ 
l. Huzzah ) Down with the Ramps. | 
334 Ci. You filly Dogs! Down with/the | 

Rum,! Up with the Rumps you mean! 
[l [Makes a fign of Hanging, 
-\.| Cit.' Ay, ay, up with the Rumps, Huzzalt | 
ä ee IE LExcunt. 


Wm aq gp # 4 1-8 E 45,74 
Ener Miſs Lane in mean Cloaths. 
(TR XR. 
__ Fond Eccho.) | 


Oh! when ſhall I find out out my Dear? 
O where for Relief ſhall I fly aA 
Come, Death, now, and end my Deſpair, 
In Pain tis a Pleaſure to di. 


Oh l let me hut claſp him again, 

And we never, no never will part, 
(Thou moſt loving, and loyal of Men,) 

Till Hymen has made us one Heart. 


What ſhall Idol and how ſhall I ſubſiſt! 

The bloody Villains have ſeiz d on my Father, 
To Priſon hurried the old Loyal one. 
Forfeited his Eſtate, deſtroy'd his Houſe, 


And 


. | ws 
* V | 
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And turn'd me almoſt naked, wide to wander 
To beg my Bread, O woeful diſmal Day, 

Here's one looks like an honeſt Cavalier 
Dear Sir, pleaſe to beſtow your Charity 
On a poor loyal Maid. 


Enter Carlos 


Carlos. My Charity ! 
Defend me Heaven! | | 
M. Lane. O Happineſs, my Carlos ! 
| | Embrace. 
Carlos. O my Soul's Comfort! Sudden Joy 
Confounds me. | Y | 
How cam'ſt thou in this miſerable Plight ? 
M. Lane. My piteous Tale is now too long 
to ſay, A 


But ou me how thou didſt ſince laſt I ſaw 
thee ? 
Carlos. Ever employ'd my Thoughts, (my 
Love) on thee, 
When not contriving Acts of Loyalty. | 
M. Lane. How fares the King? Where is 
his Majeſty? | 
Carlos. Are you a Stranger to the bleſſed 
News! 


Have you not heard what honeſt Monk has 
done? 


M Lane. Tell me my Carlos, has he hid 
the King? 


1 Car- 
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© Carlos. The Gods be prais'd there is no 
need of that. 
For Mont, by ſecret Marches came to > London, 
And with his Army did ſurprize the Faction, 
Proctaim'd the King, whom all wath Joy ex- 
pect, 
To ri every Moment. 
M. Layne. Then my, Carlos, 
"There is but one thing more to make me 
Bleſt, f 
Send ſtrait to Briſtol to my aged Father, 
And gently break this gladſome News to him, 
; Leſt ſudden Joy, on hearing of it, ſhow'd 
Drive him beyond the Bounds ot human 
Reaſqn. 
Carlos. J ſhall m 1 Love, and now my King 8 
, £210: eee 
Love ſhall with Pleaſure all my Toils reward. 
M. Lane. Yes, how my King, and Carlos 18 
return'd, 


Love ſhall preſide, and no paſt Tails be 
mourn'd. 


A 1 R XXI. 
| + BH on the Winds. 


Car. Fh. , fly, you Ay. lazy, "hath 
| Paſs ſwilt, O fleetly fly! 


Il on Love's Altar — the Powers 
For this tranſporting Joy. O'er 


King Canartes Il. 51 
O'er power'd with Bliſs, by thoſe btight 


[Charms, 
It I expiring lye, wu 
Incircl'd in thy ſnowy Arms, 
Sleep will be Extacy ! [Exeunt, 


Scene draws and diſcovers the Mob 
round a Bonfire, over which is a 
Gallows with ſeveral Rumps roaſt- 
ang on it. | Ya 


7h 6 Hs » 
How Happy a Satlor's Life paſſes. 


1% Mob, How happy a SubjeQ*s Life paſſes, 
Who ſalely enjoys at his Eaſe, 
The Sweat of his Brow in full Glaſſes, 
And labours or plays when he 
pleaſe. [ [ Drinks, 


A Health now to King Charles the 
| Second. | 
Longover this Land may he reign, 
The _ of good Fellows he's reck- 
on n a * 
zo pledge me again and again. 
| [Drinks | 


I 2 A 
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A Ramp is molt delicate eating 
To fat them has drain'd Blood 
- and Purſe, 
80 they in their turn ſhou'd be treat- 
in 
And! z0u'd not t grudge to fatten us. 
: [Drinks, 


"Thank Monk for your King's Refto- 
ration, 
Be that the next Health that goes 
round, 
And henceforth that no Uſerpation, 
In England ay ever be found. 
Drinks. 


A Health to our Shipping andTrade, 
Boys, 


— hro? al the wide World may it 
ſpread) 
And no true Britiſh Blade Boys, 
Be ſtop'd in it after we're dead. 
[ Drinks. 


Pray, turn the Ramps well at the Fire, 
For turning was always their Way; 
80 we, to oblige their Deſire, 


Habe turn'd *em all- out this Day. 


En: 
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Enter King Charles II. General Monk, 
Colonel Carlos, Miſs Lane, and 
- Attendants, 


Carlos. Now England, now rejoice, your 
[Plaguesare o'er, 
And Uſurpation ſhall oppreſs no more: 
Britannia now eres her drooping Head, 
And Halcyon Days eternally ſucceed; 
Virtue and Love, their juſt a 
[clai 
And Vice be puniſh'd with deſerved Shak? 
G. Monk. If my poor Service recompence 
® [has made, 
For my paſt Faults, I then am overpaid. 
Ring. To you my Safety, and my Crown 
' [TIowe, 
For which henceforth my dhiefeſt Favour 


| [know, - 
And Earl of Albermarle thy Title be, 
To grace thy Line to all Poſterity, 
Carlos, to you Iam by Friendſhip ty'd, 
Therefore, from me accept thy loyal Bride. 
And you, my Subjects, take paternal Love, 
As I expett it from the Gods above. | 


Ones. Long live King Charles the Second. 


A . 
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Mob. I'Il tell you what let us do; let's 
old Oliver out his Grave, and fix hin 
Head upon Weſtminſter-hall, | 


All 1 Aye, ay e. 
1%. Mob. Let us be even with him that was 


always at Odds with us. 


Mob. Huzzah! E. [Exeunt Mob. 
| Britannia deſcends. "27 
AIR XXIII. 


Firſt Strain of Foy to Creat Es Am; L 


King. All Hail! to thee Genius, 
Our Guardian Preſerver, 


Let Love itil] between us, 
With Peace flouriſh ever. 


* T REAL. 


| Britan, Let M aſick reſounding 
With Songs crown the 0 
And Goblets abounding, 
Io the 7 menty-nindh of May. 


CHORUS repeat. | 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE Seaſon being far advanc'd, and 
the Parliament ready to break up, 
has occaſion'd the haſty publiſhing this 
pera; ſo I hope the Reader will excuſe 
the many Faults that have eſcap'd. 


I cannot help complaining of a v 
great Hardlhip, that, after I had ſuſtain'd 
the Loſs of the Opera not being perform'd, 
the very Perſons, who ſtop'd it, would inſi- 
nuate to the World, that it never was in- 
tended to be exhibited on any Stage; but, 
in order to prove that it was to be per- 
form'd, here is a Drama annex'd, with 
the Perſons Names that were to play the 


Characters, and have now the Parts in their 
Poſſeſſion. N 


King, Mr. Dove. Carlos, Mr. Giles. 
Ireton, Mr. Minn. General Monk, 


Mr. Cole. Mets. John, Mr. Pullen. 
Lambert, 


. ADVERTISEMENT. 


„Lampert, Mr. Wignell. Cromwell, 
Mr. Jones. Gribald, Mr. Croſs. 
Dick, Mr. James. Britannia, Mrs. 
Pullen. Miſs Lane, Mrs. Palms. 
Lady Claypool,” Mrs. Radnor. Dame 


rah Mrs, Clarke. 
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